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NUMBER 51.

T AmE VOICELESS.

BY OLIVER WEXDELL BOLMES,

W e count the broken lyres that nst

Where the sweel w-iliu:‘ singers slumber,s
But o’er their sileot sister’s breast

The wikd flowers who will sioop to number?
A few may touch the magic string,

And puisy fame be prowd o win them ;
Alns! for those who never sing

But die with all their musie in them.

Nay, grigve not for the dead alone,

their b 4 stury;

W eep for the volceless who have known
The cross without the crown of glory!

Nar where Leneadian breczes cleep
O’er Sappho's v-h 1 pillow,

But where the glistening night dews wwr
O'er nameless sorrow s church yard willow.

ih! hearts that break aad give no sign,
Save whitening lip and fadiny trésses,
Till death pousrs out his cordial wine,
Slow dropped from misery's erushlng presses,
If singing breath or echoing chord,
To every hidden pang were givea,
What endless melodies wire pourad,
As sad as earth, 05 sweet s Heaveu!

lel streets ran from the river banks back-
ward, and on these lived the poorer people
The machine and working shops also
were here, and the petty retail dealers.
These insignificant streets were crossed,
and, as it were, preemptorily pata stop
to by Berkshire avenae, a wide and
really rather fine street, that ran straight
a8 nnthnrrow nurlch at?llzc nuﬁhm On this
were the princi u ngs, Mar-
ave Holt:..l.th:n hn‘:aks, post-oftice, town
all, ete. At the northern end two
churches faced each other from oppo-
gite sides of the street, looking for all
the world like two eats all ready for a
leap at each other's throats. At the south-
ern extremity of the avenue two other
churches stood in similar attitudes, and
apparently similarly gis Con-
nected with this avenue by a short chain-
work of strests of respectable dwelling-
houses was Spencer avenue, a street of
genteel residences; and yet above that,
and, like the other two, running north
and south, was the avenue par eccellence
of Yorkeville, Margrave avenue, where
dwelt the elite of the town, not cheek by
jowl, and elbowing each other, bat at
comfortable distances, surrounded h{
gardens and lawns., Mr. Aylier’s chure
stood at the northern end of this serene
locality, and was the church of the “old
families.”

The river ran southward, and sonth-

TWILIGHT.

Sofily, now, the dying dn_ﬂifln
lushes over wold and fell,

Aund the glamour of the vwilight
Resls in rounds of mystie spell,

Forming seenes of tropic beanty,
Gorgeous dreams of tropic smiles,

Galden glesms of orange orehards,
Coral caves of Exstern isles.

Wikl wi thoughi= of strange imagine,
LARhis Rw! 2timds of gloows A

A,
Like the guaintly interwoven
Flitting fancies of & dream,
Are the ﬁaouxms of summer twilight,
wthm the sun is sunk mnl;_:wn. a
Al t est ils wenl wondoer
Turns ¥ s ﬂrﬂxuwm
“Thonght= of childhood when we wantoned
W ith the tiny, toying waves
Of untried thought, lightest wokens
Of the tompesis manhood braves;
Whilst our little barquelet buoyed
On the swells of life's Unknown,
Fearless turn< [ts brow 1o seaward,
By the hreath of fate ablown.

Childhood hopes run through all lifichoml,
Youthful trust is manhood’s truth:
Lofty thought= and noble actions
Spring from germs of thoughtlul yourh:
While misdesds, thongh deeply buried,
As volcanoes’ hidden fenrs,
(it come back like troubled spirits,
To disturb the fulure years.

forty miles, and looking southward over
town and river, from an eminence at the
northern part of the town, where the
avenue began to grow reugh and loose,
like frayed-out ribbon-ends, stood the
great Yorke estate, lying along the river
in many 2 rich aere, and gltni?t-ing*n
strip of forest between itself and the un-
finished Bershire avenue. Manyan mn-
bitious ecapitalist coveted this fair,
smooth sl.rr[w. envions  lhonse-owners
guzed with longing on that beautiful and
commanding position, which made their
own attemapts at grandenr dwindle so
pitifully, Even Mrs. Judge Jepson,
though a lady, used to say playfully that
she would be willing to tear ont Edith
Yorke's haughty, pathetic eyes, for the
sake of getting her house and lands.
Each and all made offers, and each and
all were refused. Though the house was
decaving, though the grounds were go-
ing to waste, though it took nearly all
their income to pay the taxes w ‘a
spiteful assessor made as large [as possi-
ble, the haughty remnant of the old
Yorke family refused to sell the last
acres of the great township that had be-
longed to their ancestors and besn uame |,
ed for them. Parvenns cursed their
pride, and took pains to taunt them
with their povertyjand those whose
pride was equal to their own, but whose
wealth was greater, were angry that
they should be muui)uuling, and grada-
ally left them to the seclusion which
seemed to desire. Searcely any one in
the town erossed their threshold save on
businesg, except Mr. Aylier, the Congre-
gational minisrer. He called more regu-
tarly once a weok, never falling though
wome of his people were little pleased
with the intimacy, and hinted their pas-
tor had too mneh sympathy with aristo-
cratie feelings to be a true Christian,

But in spite of all the envy, and the
gibes, and the bitter stories told of the
Yorkes, their tall mansion stood proud-
1y on its eminence, and overlooked the
town with its pany attempts at elegance
or stateliness, Wheh the dwellers on
Margrave avenue looked down towards
they might lift their heads in
abounding self~confidence; but when
their eyes turned on Yorke Hill, their
conesit was vividly les‘mened‘. To he
. apre, the place was anything but trim.
R SEA] SRERSET TS SANANSE. L The g'ra-mlwns ruuninr’f out; there was
nothimg under cultivation but a kitehen-
enrden ; the blinds were faded, nnd some
of them had come off the honse; and the
stone wall was ¢rumbling, the great iron
galeway beginning to lean away. Bat
inside thoze walls of tiny red brick, ex-
quisitely put together, as any builder
conld see, were remnants of ancient
grandenr such as ne other town could
boast, There were carpets from Persia
and Turkey, and France, shabby anc
threadbare, it is true, but precious for all
that; there were old carvings, and china,
and silver, and family ponraits in state-
1y rows, and a hall with marble floor and
bronze stair-railing—many a relic of
days when the Yorkes had dominatel
over that part of the country, and been
people of note in the land. Outside
were the remains of extensive green-
houses and conservatories, now quite
unused and gone to deeay, and what had
been a gardener’s house, and the large
stables in which ounce stood fifteen
horses for carriage and saddle; and be-
low, at the river, was the boai-house
still standing, and the granite steps to
the water, fromn which the ladies and
gemlemeu had stepped into their boats,
This noble old place was open to the
river-side. and sonthward to the town
which it faced ; but a belt of woods, he-
longing to the estate, hemmed them in
the north and westward.

It was a lovely morning in September,
1862. The day was like summer, the
sky fair overhead, and a soft hreeze
coming up from the south. It hreught
from the fown up to the Yorke mansion
the sound of an unusual stir, Hearing
it a vonng girl ecame out presently
through the open front door and stood
on the steps of the portico, leaning
against a pillar and looking down_over
the hill. Let us observe Edith Yorke,
for nearly all that we have torelate is of
her. She is tall, as a womman should be,
and little too slight and frail looking,
perhaps; but she may mend that, being
as yet but twenty years of age. ‘I'he face
is peenliar, scarcely a Yorke face, you
would say, after onkqu at the famil
portraits. They are all high-featured,
with their mouths drawn down at the
corners, and wede-nwake, hanghty faces,
their heads very lofty: but look ata
picture in the parlor, in one of the
plaves of honor—a picture which a
stranger wight think to be a fancy
sketch—and you will see that Miss
Yorke’s face is not the first of its kind
in the house. This picture represants a
lady in a conrt costume of Touis XV,
and out of the canvas look a pair of
dreamy, sea-blue eyes, very like those
thatare now gazing dewn towards the
town from the portico outside. A frail,
transparent-looking  creatare, stately,
too, I‘kﬂ some tall Aower that has runup
in a wich, tropical soil. Dark hair,
heavy and glossy, in strong conlrast
with the dazzling fairness of the skin,
dnrk brows, drawn in wide awl pefect
arclies over those heantital eyes, an in-
deseribable, exquisite French nose, deli-
cate vet spirited, a small round chin, and
full lips of a_vivid red, This lady was,
or had been, Mrs. Frederick Yorke, nee
Mademoiselle Nathalie Saint Pierre, a
daughter of one of the oldest families in
France. Mademoiselle’s fatheyr had be-
come impoverished, had come to
America as an attache to the French
embassy, bringing his wife and little
daughter, had lost his wife, finally, had
himselt’ died and left his child to Madame
Yorke, ns she was ealled, Edith's great-
grandmother, and an old friend of the
suint Pierres whom she had Known in
France. Madame took the ¢hild, hrought
her upas her own, took her to Paris to
see her grand relations, and be presented
at court, where she was graciously re=
eeived by the king and the beautiful Ma-
rie Antoinette, then bronght her home
and married her to her only son, Frede-
rick, to whom the girl hnd befn en-
waged from ehildhood. The hride died
within n year after mm'rini;('. leaving a
son, Edith’s father, and at her death her
hushand shut himsell up from the
world, and lived alone with his ehild,
and the portrait of the wife whom he
had adored with an almost insane fomd-
nessz. Hiz fortunes were already ou the
wane, and it was in his time that the es-
tate dwindled from its vast qroport.ionu,
sl hecame merely a residence. But
still he kept up some state, and the
voung son of the house had all that
money could get. It was in these days
that the people hegnn to remark on the

GAZELATED.

BY W.8. &

The type-setver stands before his case.
The gas hurns low, and the night is deep:
And over the staggering chimney <tacks
Darknes: and shadows creep,
Aud the city is lost in sleep.

The type-setier stamds there, gannt aml gray,
With dim old eves and g weary braio:

Anil he sings a cadence solemn aod low,
‘I'o the bear of the bitter main
Un ratlling easement aml pane.

Tremble the rafters, roof and foors,

As he fingers the 1y (in his desolute way )
Aud he hoars the masie faintly horne

From the theatre ever the syay,

At some strange old tragedy play.

The old man siogs, and tremble the foors
With the bellowing engine down below,

Andl the crush of the whirling axle-hars,
I.:m‘l the thunder that from them grow,
Echolug 1o and fro,

Ac hoflugers the types (in his desolate wav)
He sets them up with a heavy lead;

And a marge of bluek encirelés hic work—
The name of 3 man just deml;
A zoul in the battle sped.

And heeighs as he thinks, this maoso gray,
Winking and Minking befove his caze,
How, mn.*u this dark and Jde<olate night,
Some form of womanly grace
1% weeping upon her lace.

Lower and lower the gas lights burn,
And grow the shadows dusky nnd gray;
And the storm is hushed and the music's swell
At the theatre overthe way,
And fluished the Leagedy play.

And the type-setter wipes his dim old eyes;
The types no more with his flogors move; : y
And he smiles that, while seiting the pame | the river,

below
The “g.i-. in tender love, d
Were selling 1L up above.

RY SHIRLEY CLAIN.

Have von forgoiton? Nay, let me stand
W bére the Hght nndivided will fall,
Thaore, do not start—hers take my hand;

Time wouders warks for us all.

Time and absence
1'lmﬁt blottad my memory out—
oy SNy is pothiog it cannol clnoge,

A truth both have learned, no doubt,

1 Well, 'tis not, strange

And yet thro' the silence of long dreary years
1 had d of a friend that was true,
W ho cherished remembrance—nay, speak not of

'"Twas nﬁu:hl. but the drippiug of dew.

See, there In the moonlight the very same vine
Whose roses | onee usad Lo wear.

And the clustering buds of the eglantine—
Do you kuow who it was praised my hajr?

My oue adornment! Well, von know,
"Tis silversd now, its beauty past;—
W hat, id I shiver? Let usgo,
The moon with clowls is overcast.

here's the litile rustic gnte—
not? "Twas here we parted last;
Well, ours was but the common fate,
The wine was spilled, the dresam is pnst,

Come,
W

And do you ever now recall
uote?

Thie prett; om used to
AR swacter musie ne‘er did fally
For ne’er was swecter pocim wrote.

"T'was thus: *When life hath sorrow lound
Fond word: may falter;

Baut hearts that love hath bound,
Time cannot alter.™

Yas, 'tis the same, and yet, how strange!—
Say., whersin doth the difference lie>

"Tif ot the scene doth wear the changze;
Alaz! alas! 'tis you and I.

Whose was the faull? Not mine—but slayr—
If one were false and one were troe,

Thus “ever runsthe world away,”
And so, lost friend, adieu! adieu!

The D_en_loh-bf t..lie'Yorkes.

BY MISS CAMILLA WILLIAN,

CHAPITER 1.

ILLAGES have a physiognomy
= and character, and the town of
Yorkeville was no exception to
therule. Purse-proud, yulgar,
pretentious, impertinent ; those were the
expressions one found there. The shar
roofed, closely-crowded houses on the
common streets had a look that made one
want to give them a slap. They were
pert, inquisitive and brazen. The larger
mansions on the principal streets of resi-
dences sat in the midst of their grounds
and gardens with a bloated, after-din-
ner, pretentions look, disgusting to he-
_hold. “0, how biz yon do feel!” the
little housesss 2o, be saying to
them: and “0, how big we are!” they
aomed to be pufting out in return.
‘They had Gne shops aud warehouses in
Yorkeville, aud the clerks were all pert,
and talkative, and obsequious, and im-
pudent. aceording to thelr cnstomers.
“Phey had two hotels that tried very harvd
to be like the finest hotelz in the great
cities, and rather overdil the matter,
They had an ncademy [or boys and girls,
billlard saloons, a big town hall, and
five or six churches that ke nr . con-
stant rivalry to see which should be the
most fashionable. At the time our story
commences, it would be safe to het on
the Baptist, that congregation having
lately proeured a sentimental young min-
ister just out of the theological lathe, as
fresh and bright, and pretty as could be
imagined. Notto make too many words
about the matter, Yorkeville had every-
thing that a large city has, except size
and high enltivation, and in the former
yespect, it did Itz host to improve, 1
would not be understood to say that
there was no exeeption to these comdi-
tions of the place; ut 1 (o say that the
exeoptions were fow and far between.
Judge Jepson of the meiropolis had a
summer-house in Yorkeville, and every
vear his family came down bringing a
vrowd of company with them, and fol-
lowed by friends who boarded at the ho-
1els or private houses about. But this
party had very little fo do with the towns
people, being quite sufficient to them-
selves. The Congregational minister,
Mr. Aylier, was a gentleman, and kad a
few people of passable mintl and man-
ners in hiz congregation. We need not
search for other now, lest it might he

vain,

Yorkeville was built on a hill, that
sloped gently (o a pretty strean ealled
Marsh river. The streets were laid out
regularly, and the trades, business and
residences located with as nice regard to
social conzequence as the systems of

warl the greal city lag at a distance of bly, even as hizs father had died, none

Edith, who cried out that it were better

‘ter from the city, and everything wus

much as possible trom the pedesial they
had held in the public esteem; and it
Wwas now, too, that the family began 1o
develop that bitter pride in plaes, of
their former stately condescension,
which is likely to be engendered in the
hearts of the unwillingly discrowned.
The widower lived a-life of misery, «a
strange, wild, gloomy life, of which the
servants used to speak shudderingly,
and of which the gossips whispered ter-
rible things ; and e last be dietl in) tor-
ment, and his son suceeeded to the estate.
1t wastrne, he succeeded to his father’s
strange life, also. Whatever influence
had poisoned that, poisoned his, too, and
-adually his fortunes narrowed, and
ﬂer lived still more shut ont from the
town, having secarcely any intercourse
with the e outside their gates.
But Mr. Saint Plerré Yorke, as-he had
been named for his mother's zake, had
found a wife worthy of him in spite of
his failing fortunes and strange charae-
ter. He while qonite young, marri-
ed Miss Margaret Colbert, a ludy as
proud as himself, and, like himselfj of
decayed fortunes. They had six chil-
dren. of whom nome lived beyond ghe
first few vears ave the eldest, Prederick,
named for his grandfather, and the
oungest Edith, named for Mrs, Yorke's
{‘.n iizh mother.
.\%r. Saint Pierre Yorke died misera-

asking or being permitted to come near
him except hiz own family and a physi-
cian from the city; and early one mern-
ing, when little Edith was but ten years
old, her father was counsigned 1o the
family tombon the borders of the estate,
no one attending the burial service ex-
cept the minister, the family, and the
city physician.

This was suficient to provoke the ire
of the euriousfown Hr;?le It was bad
enough to be kept out the house on
ordinary occasions; but to be forbidden
the chance to go there to a funeral, or
even to have adoctor whom they counld
question, was no less than an insult.
Mrs, Yorke cared little for their cold
looks and their sneers. She shut herself
upin her house, educated her daughbger,
and worked their estate vigorously, sav-
ing every dollar to send her son to col-
lege. Hervants used totell talesof these
three, also; how Mrs. Murgaret was
sometimes ,malking her room. and
crying ouf, uined, ruined!™ while
she wept and wrung her hands, 'They
told how she had been seen and heard
eading on her knees to her son, she the
wmaehtiest woman iu the commonwealth,
nmlﬁmw Iwe sat with his face in hishands
and his hands on the table before him,
and only groaned, making no other an-
swer to her praver,

Whatever her trouble had Deen, it
soon killed her, When Edith was six-
teen, and her brother attwenly-eight
had just graduated from college, the
mother was forced to take to her bed,
from which she never rose. Again the
listened zervants heard her passionate
pleadings, the desphiritg groans’ of her
son, and the frautic grief of the young

they were all dead.

When Mr:. Yorke died, some of her
friends, with whom she had kept up a
constant correspondence, though she
had but little personal intercourse with
them, came to Yorkeyille, and there was
2 solemr  and stately fonersl. They
brought with them an Episcopal minis-

done decently and in order. But again
the town’s-people were cheated; for
when some of them had resolved to go
boldly up to Yorke Hill in the afternoan
when they had been told that the funeral
was to be, they were met by the coach
coming out the great gate and taking the
company to the depoi for the afrernoon
train to the city, and learned that the
funeral had taken place in the morning,
anil, worse yet, that half 2 dozen persons
from the town had been invited, and had
getually attended thizs exclusive cere-
mony, had seen Mrs. Margaret Yorke
laid out in the silver-eolored satin in
which she had been married, and had
followed the little mourning train acress
the green at the northern side of the
house, to the tomb not far away, half
hidden among pine trees, wheére slept 5o
many generations of the Yorkes.

On his mother’s death, Mr. Frederick
instead of studying a profession, as had
heen inzendﬂi, came home and lived
with his sister. Indeed, he had noother
chiolee at first, for she could not be left
alone in the great honse; and, hesides,
all the way he had of living, till his pro-
fession should be won, would haye been
from the money saved by his mother.
Mrs, Yorke had not disdained to put up
fruits and preserves which an agent had
sold for her; she had let the great lawn
grow up to tall grass, and sold the hay;
she had raized beds upon beds of herbs,
which Martha Barton, her housekeeper
and factotum, had taken into the city
every full and sold for guite a sum,
nobody being the wiser. But the sums
s0 obtained were small, atter all, and
nobody knew, but Mre. Yorke and her
children, thar some of the old famiiy
silyer had been sold, ‘To be sure, it had
heen =old to Miss Elenor Purcell, a near
relative of Mrs. Yorke, and sold under
the condition that at any time that the
purchase-money should be refunded the
plate should be restored to its former
owners.  But this condition was a mere
form s for it was altogether improbahle
that the family would ever be in a gitua-
tion to redeem their forfeited goods, so
that it might be looked on as lost to thein.
Miss Purcell was glad to get i, and
would keep itif she conld. She would
not do anything dizshonest, but she had a
spite at the Yorkes. It was whispered
that Mr. Saint Pierre Yorke had hesi-
tated some time between her and the
lady: whom finally he made bis wife, and
Miss Purcell was not a person likely to
forgive such an indignity, even if her
heart had received no wound. She was
older than Margaret Colbert by several
years, aml that made the siing yet
sharper. She had never married, and
had had but little intercourse with her
rival and relative: till tha time of these
money transactions. She came 10 Mrs.
Yorke’s funeral, and tried to be gracious
and sympathizing: bub she conld’ sot
hide that she did not like Frederick, and
Edith shrank from the woman who had
bheen on such eool terms with her lost
mother. No friendliness, thereforey
came of this visit, except that the old
lady met and liked her young relative,
and Edith promnized that it ever she
should need assistanoe, she wonld eall on
Mizs Purcell. At present they needed
no help, the girl said, with an air of
proud dignity even in the midst of her
griet.

“Just like them all, as proud as Luvi-
fer!” muttered the old lady, turning
AWaYy.

She pnid no compliments to Mr.
Frederick when be helped her into the
coach, but gave him a scowling bow,
and tartly haped that he woulil take good
vare of his sister.

Frederick flushed, lifted his  head
proudlyy bug sakl nothing; and so the
funeral company drove away and lef
the two orphans to thelr desolation.

Frederick Yorke was a handsome man
in those days,  Fie had the Yorke physi-
ognomy; the plercing gray eyes, the
dark skin, the aguiline noze; but he had
a eofter mouth, and, altogether a wenker
face. There was a slrange look in his
face, too, a hollowness ahout the bril-
liant eyes, an oceasional fixedness of

aze, and a slight pallor and thinness in
the cheek, that did net agree with his
age,

Miss Puorcell had looked sharply at
thesze signs, and secing them had thought,
“The demon of the Yorkes hns ﬁnt its
clawe on him, too! 1le I3 doomed "

As Fdith stands on the portico this
fair, sunny morning, her brother comes
slowly out apd takes his stand behind
lier. A terrible change has passed over
him in these four years siuce his moth-
er's death, Those faintsigns which the
sharp eyes of Miss Purcell had de-
tected, are now plainly to be seen by

caste In the East. Abouta dozen paral- | Yorke family, aud put them down as

from, and strangers turn with a fascina-
tod terror to look ai. The alternately
brillinnt and dull eves are sunken un-
der overbanging brows; the face Is sal-
low and swarthy, vet capable of show-
ing a deathly paleness: the fealures are
pinehed, the mouth compressed, the
brows drawn with & frown of pain or
anxiety. His step islistless and heavy,
hi= aile dreamy and fitful, sometimes
wild, his whole lock that of {8 man
haunted by an evil =pirit. He wias now
thirty-two, and he looked fifty.

But in spite of these personal advant-
ages; Mr. Yorke was 3 man of enltiva-
tedd and active iutellect, a great reader,
and at times, 3 fiery and passionate
speaker. People who heard him used to
say, “What n man he might haye
made !’

But he seldom gave them the chance
to comment on bim. He shut himeself
up with his sister, and very rarely ap-
peared abroad except for a brief daily
walk through the town.

While the two stond there, a third
figure appeared in the doorway, a figure
in striking conirast to those who stood
without. Martha Barton was the ideal
Yankes woman, large, strong, neat,
“zmart,”” angular and independent.
But, unlike what Yankee women ordi-
narily are, she was devoted heart and
soul to her employers, and took as much
pride in the family as they took in them-
zelves] yShe lind none. of that upstartly
ambition which prompts some to aspire
to positions which they are uunfitted for
and Incapable of filling, and to hate all
above them. In hér own way she wis
proud; proad that she knew how to
perform her duties, and proud in the
confidence of those whom she served.
She was too proud o try to be, or ap-
pear to be other than she was, a valued
servant to people who were accustomed
to service, and whoknew Lhow 1o receive
it. 2 A W

When we say that this woman worked
without wages, insisting that she was n
member of fthe household, and their
fortunes were bers, her devotion will be
more evident, On the other hand, her
faithfulness was fully appreciated, and
both Mr. Yorke and Miss Edith would as
little have thought of refusing to share
the last dollar with her as with each
other.

These three formed the household,
and were all that was left of the once
stately establizhment of the house of
Yorke.

CHAPTER II.

Yorkeville was like a full hive that
morning, and for many a day after. T'he
war which had loug n waxed with
tongnes, had hroken out in bloodshed,
and this town was frantieally loyal.
e few colored people who lived in
Yorkeville found themselves all at once
famons, apeeches were the order of the
day, and every white man, woman and
child sonth of Mason & Dixon’s line was
every day and hour verbally east lnto
the fire that is not quenched. Some few,
truly patriotic and sincere in their prin-
ciples, saw sorrowfully the struggle that
was coming, and firmly, but with few
words, prepared themselves to stand by
the right, even unto death. But, as
might be expected, the blatant majority
were precisely those who, had they been
born “at’ the Sonth, and born slave-
owners, would have held on to their hu-
man chattels with as tenacious a grip as
any Georgian or T'exan of them all, and
fonght for them with as much determi-
nation and fisrceness as any guerrilla of
the war. It isdelightful to the human
hiped to find somebaily in contrast with
wﬁ‘om he appears righteous, and it is the
nsture of the American human biped 1o
make speeches on every possible oeca-
sion. Here was the chanece for both
these proclivities 1o _he rally atified,
and the people of Yorkeville, like those
of many another town, improved their
opportunities heariily. 'They had even
volunteered in huge nombers, protest-
ing all the time thar the cowards of rebels
svould not fight.

The oceasion of the particular stir
which had called the Yorke’s out onto
their portico to see, was twofold. First-
Iy, a company of infantry was golug
away next day, and was now having its
final parade; secondly, Mr. Archibald
Freeman, the lientenant-governor elect
of the State, was in town, and the new
eompuny proposed killing a whole flight
of birds with that one stone of their
parade.  Firstly, they would show their
new uniforms, themselves, their profi-
cierey in mrr:hing in line, and wheeling
without erumbling into individuals, and
they would give thelieutenant-governor
a reception and a serenade, ‘They were
in process of executing all these com-
missions on that sunny September morn-
ing. As thecompany marched gallautly
through the principal streets, what eyes
looked at them ! eyes of mothers, wives
and children, eyes of lovers, amd all
suffused and seeing each but dimly that
dear form singled out by love as the
chief hero around whom all the others
clustered. | ‘Phe future was maercifully
hidiien from themn, and they knew nol
that that ligtle band wonld march
thwonzh blood and carnage knee deep,
wonld be burnt by Southern suns,
frozen in snows, starved in prisons, till

Lonly a shattered wreek shoald come back

ta them with the tale of horror. 'T'hese
men, lifting up their right hands, had
offered themselves to God and the canse,
and God had taken them at their word.
Of the imagined sufferings which In the
moment of enthusiasm they promised to
acecept, he would give them their {ill in
bitter reality, the glow and the gloss of
faney worn off. Woe to them if their
beroism was ou their lips rather than in
their hearts!

The avenue and square in front of jihe
Margrave House svas a dense crowid of
haman’ being= in the highest possible
state of enthusiastic excitement. They
could scarcely make room for the com-
pany to o to their place in front of the
baleony from whichit was expectad that
the Honorable Mr. Freeman wounld ad-
dress them, and the heroes were forced
to derange their ranks in onder to gain
their position. But when there, not a
woman, perhaps not a man in the crowd,
but would gladly have been able, for the
nonce, tolook two ways at ones,fat what-
ever detriment to beauty of appeirance,
The soldiers en the one hand, with their
martial appearanee, and their bayonets
wreathed In Aowers, like conguerors,
and on the ofher, one of the 1irst orators
and politicians of the Srate, a handsome
mun, moreover, and unomarried. Who
would not wizh to look two ways at
once?

Pear reader, do youy expect me to get
enthusjastic over the shouts, and the
waving of handkerchiefs, and the glist-
ening of bright eyes? [ wonll be
happy to if It would please, and If it
were possibles but, really, Lean't. Tean
ounly say that the oceasion was sufficient-
ly well-managed, and pretty much like
hundreeds of other demounsirations which
we have all seen till they fall to wake an
ccho.  Soda-water is delightful jost ont
of the fountain, but it isn't good the
uext day. Let us puss over this glorifi-
cation, enly mentioning that the Honor-
able Mr., Freemuu Jdid not wake the
apecch that was= expected of him. While
the band played their best, not guime
aqual to Gilmore's or Dadsworth’s, the
gentleman came out onte the bhaleony,
and while the brass and voeal acclami-
tions tried to out-blare ench other, he
powed profoundly twlee, and quietly re-
tired before the people had got their
mouths shut to lll.-ltml. There was a
panse of surprige, expectation, dlsap-
pointment and inguiry : then “one of the
principul citizens' of the town stood
forth in the bhalcony, and in u stentorian
yvoive (to which he was indebted for his
being chosen on this oceasion) explained.
The honorable gentleman whom they
were all so anxious to lear, ete., had
been talking so much of late, ete., that
he begged to he excused this morning,
the atate of his throat and lungs render-

auy child. Judeed, Mr. Frederick

imz spenking in the open air pulnful and

Yorke’s face is one that children shrink | injurious. They must imagine what he

would giadly say, were he able, Bat,
the honorable gentleman’s sapologizer
added, he was happy to announce that
the honorable gentleman wonld speak
that eveningin ﬁ,argra\'e Hall, on which
occasion the eompany of Yorkeville vol-
unteers would be present, and the Yorke-
ville brass band would discourse some of
their sweetest and most patriotic musie.

Of course it was en regle to have this
address followed first by a confused
shouting, then a mustering of forces,
finally by three cheers for everybody.
beginning with the honorable gentleman
who had disappeinted them on this ocea-
sion only to make their cups overflow in
the evening. This at an end, the crowd
gradunlly Elslwrwl to their homes.

With the early evening lights begun
to glimmer in the hall, and the gwhole
town was at the doors. pushing and el-
bowing to get in.

Margrave Hall was a very fine hall in-
decd, very large and well proportioned,
with =six great windows on each <ide,
the walls between them adormed with
Ionic, engaged columns, There was a
gallery ever the entrance, where the
band was posted surrounded by all the
small hoys in town, with a few shabby
elders to keep them iu order, and a wide
platform extended guite neross the ap-
per end of the hall, As early as six
o’clock the seatsin the body of the hall
were filled, half an hour later the nota-
ble men of the town took the places pre-
pured for them on the platiorm, sitting
in grim and stately silence. There is
nothing in life so solemn as the digni-
fied look=, on great oceasions, of persons
to whom great occasions rarely occur.
These provineial dignitaries marched to
their benches us if the fate of the na-
tions zat perched on the summits of their
vertebra: making flection a erime.

Atsaven o'ciock precisely, the door
into the dressing, or ante-room, at the
end of the platform opened, the bawmd
struck up Hail Columbin, and a few of
the most ultea important of the Yorke-
ville gentlemen entered with the speak-
er of the evening. He was quite au-
other man. You saw it in the quiet,
easy way in which he stepped across the
platform, bowed courte»usly, and took
the arm-chair placed fo: him. The af-
fair which was to themn an epoch, was to
him a matter of everyday occurrence,
and be was neither excited, elated, nor

attered.

Nearly all those who had not seen him
before exclaimed at the same thought,
How young he was! ‘Fhey had expected
from his dignified position to see a mid-
dle-aged man ; but Mr. Freeman, though
really thirty-five, did not look thirty.
There was something almost hoyish in
hiz quick motions, his slight figure, the
careless dark hair tossed back from his
forehead, and the pale, beautiful month
from which the dark mustache enrled
back. A nearver glance might show you
signs of experience in the face, hutas
the andience saw him, he appeared a
very voung man indeed. He seated him-
self, and spoke pleasantly with the gen-
tleinen at either side of him, glwwcing
over his nudience at the same time. In
that pause, as he chanced to look towards
tne entrance of the hall, he saw a light
stir there, there appeared a gentleman
with alady on his arm, slowly making
his way up the crowded aisle. The eyes
of the stranger were riveted on this
couple, not less for the rare and dainty
beanty of the girl, than for the strauge,
tragical face of the tall man to whom
she clung. He marked, too, an unusual
feeling in them towards the crowd, and
In the crowd towards them. On all
sides people made way for them unwill-
ingly, and followed them with sneering
looks, and more thanone took painsin-
solently to ebstruct their passage, They
hoth seemedd perfectly aware of this
feeling, for while the girl clung tothe
arm of her companion with hands that
were almost elenched, he walked reck-
leszly torward with his head up, and a
fire leaping out of his angry dark eyes.

““Who are they ?" asked }ir Freeman,
of the gentleman on his right.

“Mr, and Miss Yorke,”" was the an-
SWer..

“Why are people so rude to thiem "
demanded the stranger, then, in a some-
what peremptory manner.

“Are they rude?” replied the gentle-
man, suavely, ‘I did not notice, They
are not popilar, They are a very proud
family, and hold themzelves very much
aloof from people. Besides, you per-
eelve that there are no seals in front.”

“My father and Mr. Yorke’s father
were classmates at college,”” Mr. Free-
man =aid, hastily, “I know all about the
family. Can {ou oblige me h)- making
room on the platform for him ?** =

T'he gentleman reddened, but hegan to
move a lirtle.

It iz nmot sure that Mr. Yorke i=
loyal,”” he remarked.

I guess he's all right,” =zald Mr. Free-
man, decidedly.

By this time the couple had reached
front and stood in sight of the whole au-
dience, looking for seats. No one stir-
redl.  Gentlemen affected not to zee, and
ladies stared. Why hadn’t they taken
back seats? Others called out, “Down
in front!" and whispers and titters came
from various directions. Fdith Yorke,
who had come up the hall nnwillingly,
forced by her angry brother, who hnil
been offended by some rudeness at their
entranee, turned her pale face at the
platform, and knowing that no help
woulid come from acquaintanecs, looked
with involuntary appeal in the face of
the stranger whom they had come to
hear. 1t was all he waited for, Rising
immedaiately, he lifted the velvet arp -
chair which had been brought there ‘for
his special use, and.stepping from his

lace, offered it to Frederick Yorke.

dith’s brother took it without hesita-
tion, and placed it for her, acknowledg-
ing the conrtesy with an air that seemed
to aay, that it was only their due.

The lientenant-governor might, uuder
different circumstances, have thought
that his politeness deserved a less
hanghiy acknowledgment, but he had
zeen enongh o account for, and in some
degree exeuse the other’s irritation. HBe-
sides, he was amply rewarded by seeing
the blush come in that lovely face, the
look of relief with which Edith sank
into the chair, amd the smiling eyes awl
lips that thanked him.

“Will you tuke a seat on the stand,
Mr. Yorke ?” the speaker then asked,

“Thapk you,” was the gruve answer.
“PThey aremaking room for me here,”

In fact, the people on the front hench
were impressed as well as angered by
this distinguiched attention paid to those
whom they delighted to slight, and
overnwed by so shining an example,
had managed to make room for er.
Yorke beside his sister.

It would be safe to say that not
half the andience heard the first half of
Mr. Freeman's address, fine as it was,
Thiz incident completely upszet thewm.
That the name of Yorke could carry
weight, and win attention from people
who knew nothing of the self-estah-
lished magnuates of the town, had not
ocenrred to them. What could it mean ?
H:ul some rich relation left the Yorkes a
fortune to set them up aguin, nml did
the yaan know it? Was he, perhaps,
himzelf a relative of fhe family ? Was
he, O was he in love with Edith? This
last question was asked by many a
heart-stricken lady and swain. For, un-
popular as the family were, let it not be
supposed that there were 1o young men
in Yorkeville to bow in homage to Mizs
Edith’s beauty.  In fact, more than one
was suflering the bitterness of despair
on her acconnt; and, perhaps, there was
not one who would not have felt himself
hlest if she had smiled upon him,

[TO BE CONTINUVED, ]
B O e —

A New Englowl advertiser wants “a
woman who fears the Lord and weighs
200 pounds,” and the editor of the sheet
in which the advertisement appears re-
marks that “‘the experience of most men
is that a woman who we

hs 200 ponnds
rarely fears the Lord oﬂl:iguny'bod;?:‘he."
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ilsonu, the candidate for
nt, is a fine example of
the effect of free institutions upon the
struggling youth of America,"andgnlsoa

roof of the practical consistency of the

epublican party. [have known him
well for over seventesn years. Twelve
months vounger than Mr. Somuer, he
had always been his friend, even when
compell to differ with him. Wilson
is one of the men who wear well. Time
and trial lmg:ove andl ripen them. No
day passes that they do not learn some-
thing. Iwas presiding over the House
of Representatives in the stormy session
of 1855-'56, and had a chance to study
his character. He saw that the time was
coming when Demoerats like himself
wonld be compelled to choose hetween
liberey and slavery, and his anxiety to
secure such a reenforcement to hiz party
was shown in his kindness to and eon-
fidence in that brave and earnest body
of men. Awd when the storm broke, in
1858, and Buchanan sought to force the
lecompton constitution npon Kansas,
Henry Wilzon threw himself with espec-
ial fervor among the revolting; Demo-
erats, He consulted with us and en-
ecouraged us; he traveled far and uear o
effect (o-operation and organization:
and when my name was presented for
Clerk of the honse in 1859, he insisted
that I should be elected without pledges,
These had been demanded by some of
the more violent Republicans, and
sternly refussd. I did not ask for the
place, and wounld not have touched it if
it had Interfered with m{' independence
as editor of The Press, Wilson declared
that I was right and with the aid of
Charles Francis Adams, John Hickman,
John B, Haskin, Johu Sehwartz, or-
ganized the House, and soon after the
anti-Lecompton Demoerats constituted
a resistless Republican reserve. Henry
Wilson is a superh organizer. His tem-
perate life and high prineiples, his fine
health and strong comvictions,  his
knowledge of the strong prejudices and
wants of men, made him a great power
against the rebellion, as well in  the
army as at the heail of the Commitiee on
Military affairs. The amount of work
he performed wss prodigious. He was
a real break-of-day man—a sleeplesss,
untiring, and unmurmering patriot. A
littie too impulsive, perhaps, he is one
of the truest of hearts, warm, mr—
ous, and forgiving. His frugal s
accord with his striet integrity. He Is
inexpensive in his tastes and desires,and
lives among books and his friends. He
visits u great deal, and reads much,
Active and guick, arly in his seat
in the Senate, be is often seen on the
Avenue and in society, though he nevear
touches - wine or cigars. He js a
thorough common-sense man, and a
natural medium between guurreling
friends. His blows are for the en 3
his forgiveness for his associates. He
hates eorruption as he hated slayery,and
he will go far to punish a faithless tros-
tee. Such is ouar candidate for Viece
President. Is hie not an argament in
himself? es 1y 2o when we reflect
that this man worked for the lowest
wages as u boy on a farm, and began to
learn shoem ’iug wheu he was tweniy-
one years.of age!

Henry W
Viee Preside

THE DAREK SIDES OF PARIS.

1 have read somewhere an Eastern
allegory which told of a lovely enchan-
ted garden, where fruits and flowers
mighty trees, spark fountains and
verdaut lawns were combined in super-
natural perfection and where, to the so—
{nnrner thercin, the eyes ed onward

n an unbroken dream of bliss. But
sometimes, under the dim radiance of
the twilight hour,or the silver lovellness
of n summer night, a sudden fissure
would yawn in the green sward before
the traveler’s feet, and reveal within the

liquid fire, for the fair garden had been
fashioned by demons,and it floated on
the awful waves of the central lake of
hell. And =o the ohzervant traveler may
sometimes, amid the brightuess, the gay-
ety, the charms of Parie, descry some
tiny opening which reveals to him the
unspeakable horrors of the hideous
depths hidden below the brilliant sar-

ce. ’
This subject may seem (o be one un-
fitted for discussion by a weman’s pen,
and certainly no medest woman wounld
ever ventnre to enter into the ghastly
detuils, the hideous statistics by which
she might prove her point and illustrate
her theme. 1 only wish to coutemplate
the subject from the common-place
stand-point of an American woman
traveling in Enrope and sojourning in
Paris for a limited space of thine; 1 de-
sire merely to take a superficial view of
the guestion, and to ask what manner
of sighst and soundls and creatnres are
likely to surround the path of a modest
American matron who may happen to
speak and understand French, and who
wishes to show her young daughter the
wonders of thateity which elnims to he
the metropolis of the eivilized world.
T'he pair may promenade Broudway anil
Chestnut street for years and never meet
with anything calesilated to disguss or
fsunoy them, provided only that they
choose the hours of daylight for their
rambles, Misz Annon;ma might, it is
true brush pass them and sstonish them
with the splendor of her rouge and the
granduess of her attire, and Mr, Deu-
ceace might possibly stare au the pretty
face of the younger lady; but there all
annoyances would end, But in Paris it
it not 0. An atmosphere of evil hovers
over all things, and under its influence
there spring to light horrors from which
moilesty and innocence can neither veil
their faces nor avert their eyes. Let the
careful mother, if she will, confine her
wulks to such elegant and freguented
laces of resort as the Boulevards, the
tue de la Paix, the Ruede Rivoli, or the
Palais Royal, yet shall she not escape
from the vileness which surronnds lier
like a sea. Acts of the grossest Indeceney
perpetrated by the well dressed strollers
on the asphalt, or by the clegantly
dressedd children that Crequent the gar-
dens of the Tuileries and the Palais
Royal, will assail her gaze. - Let her
strive to take refuge from such sights hy
turning to the windows of a fashionable
print-ghop, and her eyes will rest on
piciures ol indiseribable indecency daln=
tily euglravcd and colored pictorial deuble
entrendres, and many whers the en-
trendres are not donble at all, and where
the purport of the pictured scene s per-
fectly unguestionalde.  She flies for
escupe to the photographer’s next door,
andl portraits of shameless women in at=
tire befitting their charscters are the
leading altractions of the windows,
The image-shop across the way looks
innocent enough, and she turng to that
only to behold the immodesty of print
andl photograph surpassed in the maryel-
ously executed little groupes of clay
figures which stand slde by side with
statuettes of the Virgin and our Saviour.
She enters a book store and purchases
zome of the works of the leading novel
writers of France, nnd she sees upon the
lNetle-page the names of such large and
well-known publishing houses as Hach-
ctte or Michel Levy; but on opening
the pages she finds hersell mekﬁg for
amusement aml instroction by perusing
minute deseriptions of scenes of sutrocious
vice, if, indeed, the story does not turn
npou the perpetration of some crilne toa
horrible for her even to have imagined
its existence. She goes to the theater,
andj from her box at the Gymnase or
Comede Francise she heholds unfolded
before her scenes of unbridled and un-
unished profligacy from which is to be
earned the moral lesson that to be vir-
fuous s to be stupid and uniuteresting,
and that to be vicious s to be brilliant,
charming and successful in goclety. She
takes up s newspaper, the Figaro, for

Instance, aud the uneedotes which crowd

dutles.

intense and horrible luster of a sea of |

its columns will bring scorching blushes
to her already burning cheeks, The
trail of the serpent is over everything.
The viee, which ia other large cities Is
like an uleerous core on an otherwise
healthy bedy, iz there, ke a scrofnlous
taint, pervadei the eantire system.
Woe to the careful mother if she suffers
her fair yovag daughter to walk the dis-
tance of bialf a block in bright daylight
in the most fashlonable quarter of £,
for French politeness will be at hand to
insult her s'onth and innocence by foul
words and looks, and insulting touch.
2uch is Pariz; such I doubt not was So-
om.

Durlng those early summer days of

1870, while peace and prosperity and
ayety were as yet the proportion of
ance, the theater-loving populace of
Paris were stirred to excitement by the
debut at the Grand Opera House of a
young danseuse, whose wonderful gifts
were saikd to be destined to revive the
waning glories.of the ballet in Fraoce.
The young debutante more thau realized
the high-wrooght expectations which
had been formed respecting her.

Josephine Bozacchi was not yet seven-
teen vears of age, bLat her dancing was
the very perfection of artistic and poetic
grage; a relined wsthetic style which
Hed from the hoards of the Graud Opera
when Taglioni retired from tle stige®
Benutiful, graceful and elegant, perfect-
Iy medest in looka and gesture, snch
was the youthful dancer about whom all
Pavis, raved when ithe Parisians had
nothing more to drive them Insane than
4 poem, & play, 2 new color, or a new
actresg, A tew weeks after M'lle Boz-
acchi’s srismaphant debut, the musiciuns
of the ochestra, according to an old es-
tablished enstom, presented her with an
elegant bonguet. For some reason or
other this bouguet was composed entire-
Iy of white flowers, and on this theme
one of the leading newspapers of Paris
took oeccasion Lo wax jocose, and to in-
sinuato in a most mirthful style, thar it
was i highly inappropriate gift, M’lle

ik (poor sixteen-year old child)
being no longer entitled to wear the
snowy blogsoms typieal of purity.

§3 hard to believe that out of Pan-
demoninm beings can be found to whom
the ruin of a pless child could be
matgter of mirth or mockery, yot the cen-
ter of civilization supplied such creatures
and in nosmall anmbers, a ly, as
one newspaper after the other took up
and repeated the dainty jest.

A year or two 4 young American
lady, whoe chauced to be' a Catholic, was
spending some time in Paris with a
Proteatant family, her near relatives.
This young girl was remarkably beauti-
ful, a perfect example of that brilliant
l.y[;c of American loveliness wherein ex-
alu site coloring and faultless outline are

ended in dazzling combinations. = She
had bm:&hta leuei'! ohl;d i;mlu1ﬂon to
an aged distingu rench prelate
and bhe accerded to her the faver of an
interview, wherein she besonght him to
aid her with khis council respecung the
formange - of her religious

ing on the lovely creature
before him with parental and admiring
eyes, the old man gave solemn utterance
to this warning: “My child asyon
value your honor, do not to confes-
sion to a French priest, t would not
be safe.”

Comment is unnecessary, and I will
therefore, conclude with the hopethat
better days and purer morals may be in
store for the Paris of the Republic than
ever blessed the dissolute capital of the
Empire. The e virtues of the
family of Louise lippe onece ealled
forth ounly sneers from the vices of the
Bonaparties may have Inclined their
souls to look with more leniency on such

stupid and unfashionable qualities as

purity in woman or purity in man.

WHAT TO DO,

Don’t fry to quench your sorrow in
rum or nareotics. If you begin this
you must keep right on with it till it
aeads to rain ; or, if yon pause, you must
odd physical pain and the consciousness
If degradation to the sorrow yon seek
to escape. Of all wretched men his coli-
dition is the most pitiful who, having
sought to drown his grief in drink,
awakes from his debauch with shattered
nerves, aching head and depressed
mind to face the same trouble again.
That which was most fearful to con-
template will, after drink, seem unbear-
able., Tentoone the fatal drink will
ngain be sought, till its victim sinks a
hopeless pitifal wreteh.

Work 2 your frue remedy. If ‘nis-
fortune hits yvou hard, hit somewning
else hard ; pitch into something with a
will. There’s nothing like good =olid,
absorbing and exhausting work to cura
trouble. If yon have met with losses,
youdon't want to lie awake thinking
about them. You want sweet, .calin,
zound sleep, and to eat your dinner
with appetite. But you can’t without
you work. If you say yon don’t fesl
like work, and go n loafing all day to
tell Tom, Dick and Harry the story of
your woes, you'll lie awake by your
tossing, spoil your wife's temper aud
spoil your own breakfeast In the morn-
ing, and begin to-morrow feeling ten
times worse than to-day.

There are some ﬁm“ troubles that
only time heals, and perhaps come that
can never be healed at all; but all can
behelped by the great panecea work,
Try it, you who are afflicted. 1t is not
a patent  medicine, Tt has proved its
efticacy since first Adam and Eve left
behind them with weeping their beau-
tiful Eden. 1Itis an official remedy.
All goad {»h rsicinns In regular standing
preseribe it in mentaland moral disease.
it operates Kindly aud well, haxing no
di able sequel, and we assure you
that we have taken large quantities of
it with the most beneficial effect. It
will cure more complaines than any
nosirum in materla mediea, and come
nearer to being a cure-all than any ¢om-
pound of drugs in the market, Aud jt
will not sicken yon if you do not take it
sugar coated.

JAPANESE CARVED WORK .

It is a romewhat remarkable fact that,
in all the varieties of ornamentation

applied 1o snch materials as poreeluine,
textile, fabries, paper, and in pictorial
Ilustrations  generally, the Japanese
never vesort (o shadows for the purpose
of glving the effect of relier, It is a re-
markable fact because, as & race, their
artlsts are passionately fond of relief in
everything, and sdopt it everywhere it
ean be properly used. They acknowl-
edge the great law in decorative art that
flat surfaces shonld not a r to he re-
lieved, hut be treated as fiat surfaces:
and they adopt relinf only where it can
he properly used. When relief is wanted,
the Japanese artist has conntless expe-
dients for seanring it; in poreelaine, he
moulds it from the clay, or applies it by
lac; in metal work he casts it, seulps it,
or beats it up; in ivory or wood, he
carves it in lacquer work, he brings it
by coat after coat of varnish; and in
embroidery, he piles thread over thread
with patient care until the relief is gain-
wd. Of all the carved work of the Jap-
anese, the most wonderful and interest-
ing are thelr ivories. These consiste of
groups of figures and animals, grotesque

res and representations, in short, of
nearly overy natural object in  Japan,
most trathfully rendered. It is quite
impossible to give any ilea in words of
the quaint humor, the broad caricature,
the intense powoer of expression and the
general artistie excellence which stamps
every ivory in which the human form
appears with an individuality distinet
from all kindsof a kindred nature pro-
ducad in other lands,

A drst-rate Japanese Ivory has posi-
tively no rival. The carving of these is
carried to the highest of perfec-
tion, and its effeot is frequently enhanc-
ed by the 'Hﬂ.lal applieation of color and
ﬂ'ldln we Japanese are  likewlse

IIful in wood casving, and they fre-
quently substitate it for Ivory in thelr

smnll works,

CHRIMES AND CASUALTIES. MELANGE

A sindent of Mr. Greeley’s agricultur-
al writings, being asked the weaning of
potl—olog‘v promptly replied that it slg-
nifled ‘“knowing beans about corn.” *

The College Courant ““admires pluck.”
A ringular taste for undergraduntes.
Very few candidates for a degree ever
admire pluck at all,

The Springfield, Mass., Republican la-
ments the paucity of new tomb-stones
erected in the cemetery this year, This
is a Jittle tomb much.

Milwaukee brags of a Teuton resident
who habitually drinks eixty glasses of
lager beer per diem. This Is rather
more than we can swallow.

Despite all the efforts of political econ-
omists to reconcile capital and labor, cur-
rent events show that there is a “strik-
ing difference” between them,

People who like good cigars will not
be sorry to learn that the Connecticut
tobaceo crop is threatened with destrne-
tion by the ravages of the “‘ent-worm.’*
Mr. Greeley’s supporters being known
as the *“*white tile’” party, it is proposed
to distingunish the adherents of the pres-
ent stable administration us the hoss-tile
party.

A young man nuned George Caiton,
from Galion, Olio, was killed by light-
ning on Sunday near Parker’s Landing,
West Virginia.

A man named W, Brady was run
over, on Sunday moraing, some four
miles from Louisville, by a train on
l‘.hgd Nashville road, aud horribly man-

On_ Friday, in a quarrel near Frank-
fort, Kentucky, a negro named Charles
Colling stabbed another negro named
Jim Murry, killing him instantly. The
murderer was arrested. i

A prisoner attempted to escape from
the Louisville workhouse on g‘elmdm'
evening was shot by a druggist at the
institution, and was so badly wounded
that he is not expecied to recover,

Clara Shonhar, a girl fifteen yoars old,
deliberately drowned herself in the Con-
nectient river, at Hartford, last Thurs-
dry. Her father testifled that he konew
no eanse for hisdaughter’s suicide, that
there had never been any trouble at
home, bunt—he had been married to his
second wile nine years,

At Louisville, on Tuesday evening,
Katy Stoles, a girl twelve vears old, in n
room alone, dropped a lighted mateh in
a can of conl oil, which exploded, set-
“"% fire to the girl's clothing and a bed
in the rooni.  When the flames were ex-
tinguished the girl was tereibly burned
from the neck to the feet, and in a dy-
ing eopdition.

A eat in Terre Haute regolarly visits
every traveling eircus that comes to the
place,  She probably reflects that there
is likely to be a “mus” on such occa-
sions.

The modesty of Fast Haven is dread-
fully shocked at the pude” condition of
the Yale onrsmen; Fast Haven shonld
veflect that a fresh erew doesn’t want to
be a tired.

Curious perverzion of langnage: Oune
of the speakers at the Philadelphia Con- *
vention alluded to the alle -
ation of Republiean votes fn the South
as a *“‘sensible increase! ™

A sweet “girl graduate™ of a Muassa~
chusetts school recently told an exam-
iner that ‘“‘Esop was the anthor of Latin
fubles, covered with hair, and sold his
birthright for a mess of potash.”

An Illinois genius has discoverad how
to make gugar ont of elder plauts, ‘The
trouble is that grooers, who are always
on the Jookout for “‘new-crop sugars,””
are not likely to take 1o the elder article.
Miss Burdett-Contts offers 50 worth
of prizes to be awarded o the best spec-
imeng of ““workmen’s eats” at the Crys-
tal palace exhibidon. Itis thought that
these prizes will belp o lmprove the
workmen’s Kite,

My, Hart, of Utica, being nnexpected-
Iy visited by four ladies, each of whom
clanimed to be his lawful wife, mude a
precipitate exit through a second story
window, He was evideatly the wvictim
of too much Hart,

Astounding quickness of repartee—II,
G, being asked whenece a certain distin-
guished personage derived his Flg- head-
ed spirit, iz sald 1o have replied without
a moment’s hesitation, “from the liogs-
head. to be sure.” >

In what respect do the Geveruments
of Great Britain and Awmerica resemble
a party of emigrants in search of the
colony of Greeley in<Colorado?  Tn that
they are so long in coming to anything
like a settlement.

Somebody has unearthed a Chinese
MBS., written sowe 300 years before the
Christian era, which is said toshow that
the celestials were at least 1,800 years
ahead of Christopher Columbus in dis-
covering America.

Asa result of the woman’s rights -
tation it has been found necessary in the
District of Columbia to ap to the
courts to decide whethér or no s white
man became an Indian by the set of
marrying a squaw.

Whist !—Finessing shufflers who seek
to overcome the political rub by indue-
ing Democrats to follow Mr. Greeley’s
lead are reminded that there is no honor
in such an old trick, which would sacri-
fice a deal of prineiple.

A Virginia toll-gate keeper was lately
bronght before magistrate for inhumanly
beating his (lmg!awr because she never
“tolled her love” when she had ¢

of the gate, but permitted him to drive
through free of charge.

A correspondent asks why the wain
formality of alluding to the usury laws

Eurly Sunday morning great exelte-
ment was caused in the Town of Flai-
bush, L. L, by the discovery of the body
of William A. Oliver, an saged colored
man, with his skull crashed in. It was
evidently & wurder. The body was
fouud in Cather n: s reet, near Oliver's
residence. Constable Haltz was directed
to investizate the shocking affair, and ir

ible seoure the murderer, Oliver
lmd been drinking freely, and was met
by two other colored men, Jacob Ander-
=on and John W, Robingon, a quarrel
arose between the men, and Andersou,
securing n piece of timber from the fence
beat Oliver on the head until he was
lifeless, T'he facts just given were oh-
tained by Coroner Jones, who held an
inguest over the body.  Anderson and
Robinzon were subsequently arrested
amnd lodged in the Raymoml Street Jail,
after they had been held o awalt the
action of the grand jury. The gquarrel
hetween the murderers amd the wmur-
dered man is supposed to have originated
from suspicions entertained by Oliver
that his wife, whom he had not been
living with, was on familiar terms with
Robinzon.

For some time past a new engine
house has been in course of construction
at Moorhouse’s blast furnace, Philadel-
phig, twenty, aml at times as high as
thirty men being employed, It being de-
sired to complete the work as rapidly n=s
possible. Everything had procceded
smoothly np to three o'clock, Wednes-
day, when o fearful crash and terrible
shrieks sturtled the neighborhood, and
it was discovered that the leading arch
of the new engine house had given way
and buried the workmen in its ruoins.
The alarm was quiekly given and spread
like wildfize throughout the neighbor-
hood. A large number of people from
the vicinity rushed to the spot, and a
seene of greéat confusion ensned, Fforis
were promptly made to rescae those, if
any, who were alive, from the terrible
mass of ruins in which they were en-
tombed. The scene was heartrending
in the exteme—wives, children, families
aml friends of the wunfortunate men
gathered abont the place, and frantic ap-
peals for help§ifor thtE victims mingled’
with their groans and cries of pain.
Meanwhile strong and ready hands came
to the rescue with pick and shovel. Soon
the lifeless body of Matthew MceCerisy
was exhumed, and all the afternoon
people labored on, and when tired were
relieved by others anxious to proceed
with the work and render eve asRri=-
tance possible. Before nightfail several
more lifeless hodies were taken out.
The mangled corpses presented a fright-
ful spectacle, and the air was rent with
the moans of families and relatives of
the poor laborera. ' The following ‘are
the names of the victims: Killed.
Maithew MeMerisy, John Kelley, John s still kept up n all char to grand

Dunn, John Powers, ' two brotherz hy |} - - :
the name of Deveney, Daniel Suli]\rm{. jurles. 'The answer is evident: usary is

and Arthur McNulty, . Wounded, John | $ubject in which many people take ex-
Ramsey, Semucl Dempsey, M.~ Dayis, |ceedingly great interest.

M. C. Gueking Michael Murphy. The spiritof the late Geor, Wuh.lﬁ
About 11 o'clock Sunday morning a | " has gone all the way to San Franc
Ind named Aaron Martin visited ghe [£O 0 expostulate, through a resident

distriet ' school-house »§n thé towd of | P'medium,” against ‘the contem
Hamburgh,on the Lake Shore Road, be- [ ©¥ravagance of the Philadelphia

vond Limestone Hill, for the purpose | °7July celebration in 1878, ~

of procuring sowme ink. On entering A Washington correspoudent writes
the room he saw the body of a woman |that the present “air of dullness™ per-
Iying in one of the isles, hetween the | vading rhat city contrasts almost pain-
row of desks,  Without looking further | fully with the Congressional season. It
the boy started out and informed several | must indeed be painful if it exeeed the
men who were in the vicinity of what | dulness of the Iast Congress,

be had seen. 'The news soon spread un- | A Prench journalistrecently put out
til| eyery one in the villages for several | his eve In putiing: on o clean shirt.
miles on the road became acquainted | Which shows that, like other things in
with the fior, and large numbers of | the world, putting on clean shirts prop-
persons flocked to the scene of the mur- | orly requires more  frequent practice
der. Coroner Burke was notified of the | than Frenchmen usnally give to it

ca:e,arLd e immediately proceadid o the . g .
und. The womnan \l\}'hl{ll found was 1 '_m Ifun MN‘ DUDER S Sininle-

= < = co is played by a youung girl of eighteen,
ying partly on her side, wud her head | gpohas heen known to *ralse’
awas amass of broises.  Upon close ex- || lt. 300,000 y " 1 i SR 7
amination, Dr. Burke diseoversd that pf"w;‘ *-“.nm"::rﬂ:“ir‘ﬁmhl:l r}ha;ml S
the lower limbs of the unfortunate per- :.‘;3; r?l"}wr " :nkwn = rl‘nru’nmwpm
son were cub. broised and dizscolored, ns o . =¥
if they had been Kieked, and there was [ An exchange, speaking of Mr. Gree-
a deep cut upon the head.  There was | 1€¥'s religions nations, says that one
no indications of her having been out- "h““ll'li‘““( ‘,",'!'.2';;'1: ""I“c;i""]‘;gi ‘l'i":li’m‘-'h
! . Shelayinal: wol of 1 A Maier. L o SRS
S el R L orabos in a being whose name begins with a

while the same gory flund was bedaubed
upon one of the desks beside her, upon | 1Arge (i, and that ought to be enough.
A con iry, alluding to the de-

‘the window divectly opposite, and also
mise of *“Father Cleveland'® sixteen

on thie floor underneath.  The clothing
of the woman was saturated with water | days before the end of his hundredth
your, says: It was hoped by all Bos-

and a large quantity of and cluhg to it,
The woman wore a red ealica drezs with | ton that the old gentleman wonld touch
par.” Does it rafer to “Old Parrd ™

“‘llitl]‘- s;mrtlx, i‘l{l apron of the same ma-
terial, and ablack and whiie checkeral y
‘shawl.  She hal on a striped balimoral “,ll:.““'::?m u‘: ru:zwoil.:\'ml:n > w‘m
lu.-tl'lmal, aml avery course chemise, | oo e pm(-rhnrlgu-‘- dﬂss of 2 man’s
Ter hair was cropped short, Indicating | ;5 ”"1 gAY R T L8l i e
thatshe may have recently been an in- | 4 pi 7 3 “t:-r“:l-nu ll"ur :he l;‘res!d- Y,
mate of either the Poor-house or the al.t[;- .m;?n.m the Sage of Cha enr{:’:
Penitentiary. T fratures scors. sy | MAEoUghy 43 the Sage of Chappadied
parently Teutonie, aul to all appearance & ol ! *
che was thirtv-five years of age. Noi-] The Boston Jubilee is to be conducted
withstanding her peculiar ontside ap- |on  strietly  Semperate nciples, no
parel no one was enabled to identify the | wines or liguors being allowed with the
wamnan as having been seen fn the vi- | single exception of lager beer, which is
th be given to foreign musicians exclu-
<ively. Native trumpeters are naturally

ciniry alive. [t appears that on the out-
shlde of the school-house there are marks

indignant at being deprived of their
horns,

of a wagon and two horses; aml from
A legal squabble is going on in Phila-

other facts it s probable that two per-

sons were the perpetrators off the deed,
delplia over the estate of a milllonnalre,
who 15 supposed to have dled e

which was doubtless done In this wise:

From the circumstance that sand was
Imrtly because his wife never allowel
iim to have a will of his partly

found in the vietin's clothing it is prob-
beeause 1, didn’t oceur to him f..':at any

able that the murder took place on the

beach, which i= not far off.  After the
one with such large means was likely to
come Lo hi¢ end soon. Y

committnl of the deed the marderers
Matrimony is getting to be so scarce
in Michigan that : Templars of
& town there x vy wade quite a

took the body in a wagon along the rond
as far a= the school-house in question.
There they suceceded in raising the sash

bandsome profit by offering the use of
their hall for the marriage of a casual
pair who had eloped from another State,

of the window, aml by thelr united of-

forts dragged the bloody remalnsthrough
and charging fifteen cents sdmisslon to
those who wished to witness the cere-

the opening; it first tumbled over on a
mony.

desk, amd was afterwards pushed down

on the floor. The cunning assassins in

order to aveid getting the blood upon

I;.mir tiu\'n clothing, made thelr exit
through another window, b = . bees

up the sasth anll putting a Enide lt';:'ull:‘lrf t]  An Judiana lady has o g

to hold It from Mlling, The kulfe they | from the wrong man, an awkward siwi-

% | larity of names cansing the engrossing

clerk to insert in the decree the name of

another lady’s husband, It Is thought

however, that, as things of that sort are

always handy to have in Indiann houses,

accidently left behind them. Teisa
white-handled, one-bluded article, and
the socond lady will be glad to take it
off the first applicant’s hands.

though there are many like it, It may

prove a clue.  Such a tranasction could

only take place in the night,and as there

was a school sesszion on Friday afternoon

amd the achool-mistress saw ﬁm window

open_ on Satnrday, it must have occur- | 1f any white man, (barring the myth-

red Friday night.  In the pocket of the | ieal Norsemien of Newport and Vineland)
15 entitled to be considered the heawd of
the oldest American family, Christopher
Columbus clearly is that man. It is
T':ul ‘ing, therefore, to learn that the
American Genealogical Socioty has pro-

dress was found a letter, wet aud dlrety,
which was written in English, though
Igus

cured and has on exhibition his original

conat-of-arms tedl by the “Catholic

four names, one of which constitutes
the signatures of theepistle, We nnder-
staud it contains some threats agninst
another person’s life. ‘I'his may prove
a valuable clue,

not in the best language. It conta
King," Ferdinand and Isabella.




